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From the Editor
From a journal of student, alumni and faculty opinion and crea
tivity it was in 1936, Hika has evolved into an undergraduate literary
magazine. The works of Ezra Pound, William Carlos Williams, Oscar
Williams, Dudley Fitts, Richard Eberhart, and Wallace Stevens have
graced the pages of Hika, along with those of Gambier men — Robert
Lowell, Peter Taylor, John Ransom, and Robie Macauley. If we may
rely on an advertisement in the June, 1940 issue, Allen Tate called
it "— The best College literary magazine in the United States —
Much of that tribute should probably go to David McDowell, who
edited Hika from 1938 to 1940, and through some devious means I
have not uncovered, nor have particularly tried to uncover, secured
poems and short works from noted poets and critics. With the advent
of McDowell, Hika leaned away from the non-literary aspects of the
early years towards the almost purely literary journal which Robie
Macauley, present editor of the Kenyon Review, maintained until
1942. The war ended Hika, and it was not heard of again until 1949,
when it emerged from dormancy in four instead of eight issues, and
in smaller format.
, In recent times, a professor has noted, Hika has tended to be
"thin and infrequent." My purpose then, is to make Hika, thicker and
frequent. With any luck at all, and a lot of work, Hika will come out.
four times next year. The spirit of Hika has shifted from one of
soliciting well-known literary figures to encouraging undergraduate
writing by publishing the best that Kenyon students have to offer.
Guest contributors will be used to provide needed perspective rather
than to increase the stature of Hika, hence they will be used sparingly.
I have a word of advice to contributors which I always try to
keep in mind whenever I write anything. Writing is not a field where
Personal sensitivities can come before critical evaluation of a work.
If a student wants to write, he must get tough with himself. If he
gives me copy, I am obliged to be tough with his poetry or prose. It
is an obligation I feel towards my readers, my contributors, and my
self, in that order. If you have a suggestion, or a piece of work, or a
criticism, please write or see me. I will be glad to tell why a piece of
work is accepted or rejected.
I will try to avoid polemic as much as possible in this column, and
stick to the presentation of subjects of student literary interest. It is
hoped that the nature and history of Hika is just such a subject.
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The Editor announces
The Hika Prizes:

The Denham Sutcliffe Prize
For Criticism
25 Dollars
Gerry Goldschmidt '68
for
"Response in Tragedy"

The Charles Monroe Coffin Prize
For Fiction
'25 Dollars
No Award

The Edgar Collins Bogardus Prize
For Poetry
25 Dollars
Carl Thayler '68
for
"(for Virgil Aldrich)"
Winter Issue, 1965
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GERRY GOLDSCHMIDT

Response in Tragedy
From the incipience of drama as a Dionysiac ritual to modern
times, man has implanted his noblest thoughts in the specific form of
tragedy. The tragedy, philosophers tell us, affirms what is good in
man through its destruction. Since this form is directly concerned
with man's position in the cosmos, its manifestation is largely depend
ent upon the author's philosophic viewpoint. The tragic vision has
occurred under such diverse roofs as Sophocles' pantheism and Unamuno's Catholicism. Therefore a philosophical description of the liter
ary process which could include such antagonistic bedfellows would
be almost impossible. It would be more advantageous to point towards
the process through the response of the audience, and if it is true
that the tragic phenomenon itself remains constant, we should find
that the response to it also traces out an unchanging pattern. In the
two plays in question — Oedipus Rex and Othello — it will be seen
that, in the largest sense, a disruption of order sets the tragedy in
motion and that the chaos never returns to the ordered state. How
ever, with respect to audience response, emotional tranquillity is
restored through the cathartic experience.
In the case of Oedipus Rex, we begin with a benevolent despot
who loves his people and who is respected by them. A plague is devas
tating the city, and, after consulting Apollo's oracle, Oedipus finds
that the griefs of his people may be assuaged only after the purging
°f ex-King Laios' murderer. This cure Oedipus sets out to do with
aclarity, reassuring his people that all will be well. Up to this point
UP to the entrance of Tiresias the prophet — nothing seems to be
amiss. A good king is doing his best to help his people. However,
Sophocles wrote his play for an audience that was familiar with the
Oedipus myth, an audience which could catch devastating ironies
such as: "I say I take the son's part, just as though I were his
son. . ." Such an audience finds itself in a state of emotional uneasi
ness from the very beginning, respecting Oedipus from within this
semi-frightened state. Until the end of the play, it will be a dis
quieted audience that makes its judgments.
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When Tiresias leaves the stage, order in Thebes is shattered. The
clairvoyant of Apollo enunciates Oedipus' fate: "This day will give
you a father and break your heart," whereupon the audience knows
that Oedipus is no longer the spotless King of Thebes, savior of the
city. Former respect for Oedipus descends into censure as the ranting
unseeing victim mocks Tiresias and scatters careless accusations upon
the prophet and Creon. Oedipus refuses to accept Tiresias' implica
tions of the gods; the prophecies pass him by as "infantile riddles"
and "damned abracadabra." Even the chorus cannot yet see the truth
and brands Tiresias a liar. In the following scene, in which Oedipus
confronts Creon, the former's irrational rage rises to such a pitch that
Iocaste and Choragus are obliged to intercede in behalf of Creon. The
audience cannot find justification for Oedipus' actions and judges him
as grossly unfair.
With Iocaste's unknowing revelation in Scene II, Oedipus re
ceives the first inkling of his own guilt, and upon further questioning
of Iocaste, he says: "Alas, that makes it plain enough!" One would
think that Oedipus is aware of the truth, and, indeed, his self-condem
nation, as he later states, rests only on the testimony of a certain
shepherd who witnessed the crime. If the murderer was accompanied
by a band of marauders, then Oedipus is safe; if there was a single
killer, then Oedipus is guilty and victim of his own harsh edict. He
is aware of the consequences ("I have reached a pitch of wild fore
boding."), yet his persuance of the truth is cold and heartless. The
chorus is still not a helpful indication of reaction for it is too close
to the action. A mirror of moral judgment, it merely gives a simpleminded commentary, a generalization of the situation. To the audi
ence, however, the prosecution involves Oedipus' willing self-destruc
tion; judgment here ceases and horror begins.
In Scenes III and IV, interest is shifted from the crime of mur
der to incest. The messenger's announcement of Polybos' death leads
to the more important revelation that Polybos was not the father
whose murder Oedipus feared. The remainder of the plot unfolds
leaving Oedipus in the abyss of despair — by his own admission the
very incarnation of evil. In a white-hot passion he has tracked down
his guilt as murderer and his revolting role of son-lover. The audience,
now at the apex of horror, turns toward the chorus, which begins its
ode with "Alas for the seed of men," a simple sigh which articulates
the nature of the audience's terror — this is what has happened to the
best of us. The chorus, still a moral device intimately involved with
Oedipus, pities him: "For I weep the world's outcast." The audience,
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however, is, in a sense, dumbstruck and cannot find the faculties even
to pity.
It is only after Oedipus has taken his own eyes in an ultimate fit
of passion and self-affirmation, that we are drained enough of our
horror to pity him. As he walks on stage, his eyes streaming with
blood, confronted with the insipid judgments of the flatulent Creon
that he is enough like ourselves again that we may pity him. The pre
vious moral order lies in ruin, for here is our best walking in misery;
but the emotional uneasiness has been resolved into a state of tran
quillity. Of the nature of this tranquillity, I shall have more to say
later.
Proceeding to Othello, we see here, too, a general movement from
emotional turmoil to calm. Before we meet Othello, I ago appears, who
vociferously declares his antipathy towards his general. When Othello
first appears, however, he momentarily dispels our anxiety. He displays
overwhelming strength of personality, easily handling his encounter
with his frantic father-in-law. However, we are not given much time
to respect Othello the general before we begin to notice that his char
acter involves a dangerous naivete. He asserts that the bond between
Desdemona and himself is indeed wholesome and not at all dissem
bling: However, when he cites the basis for his marriage, we see admi
ration on one side and longing for attention on the other; "She loved
me for the dangers I had passed, and I loved her that she did pity
them." Perhaps at best there is a blending of their simple natures, but
the lack of deepness in their relationship reflects their innocent super
ficiality. When the first trial scene is won, Othello returns to the sub
ject of warfare and says; "I do agonize/ A natural and prompt aclarity/ I find in hardness." The audience now perceives the tragic flaw
in Othello upon which Iago will play, and in the first scene of Act II,
Iago justifies our suspicions:
I'll
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me
For making him egregiously an ass
And practicing upon his peace and quiet
Even to madness.
The order is broken — the state of well-being in which Othello seems
triumphant — and thereupon follows a stream of dramatic ironies
beginning with "my ancient:/ A man he is of honesty and trust. Our
fear for Othello increases; we respect him for the man he is, but we
genuinely doubt his ability to handle Iago. Adverse judgement has
7

not begun, for Othello has not yet perpetrated injustice through his
shallowness.
A turn in the pattern of rhythm of response comes in Act III, iii,
when I ago brings into full play the powers of bestiality that engen
dered him. His problem is to pervert Othello's simple and free nature
into suspecting a marriage which has been consummated the night
before. Iago begins by casting vague aspersions upon Desdemona,
suggestions which Othello misses completely. We are relieved temp
orarily when Othello says:
Think'st thou I 'Id make a life of jealousy,
To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions? . . .
I'll see before I doubt; when I doubt I prove.
Now Iago abandons his triflings. With ruthless penetration he takes
up a refrain — "I see y'are moved" — subtly suggesting to Othello
that he activate his jealousy. Each time Iago repeats his line, Othello's
defense crumbles a little more until he moans "Why did I marry?";
then we sense the embryo of suspicion firmly implanted in Othello's
trusting heat.
Pol lowing this line there is a swift period in which the seeds of
Othello's passion begin to deteriorate his mind, and here we may judge
him as unjust, stupid, or something worse. His nature makes him sus
ceptible to Iago s smut; we understand his unbalanced state, but his
actions try our patience and we eventually become angry. One has the
feeling that he does not realize the possible consequences of his rash
judgments. With "Othello's occupation's gone!" he manages to discern
that his course will lead to destruction, but only to the ruin of his
occupation and nothing else. Never once does he acknowledge that
his marriage has been brought to fruition only a few hours ago. His
particularly gross image, "I had been happy if the general camp,/
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body,/ So I had nothing
known, cannot fail to dismay us, since Desdemona, manifesting ulti
mate innocence, had just left the stage.
The rapid movement of the play allows no further irresponsible
action, and, indeed, by the end of III, iii, Othello has committed him
self. He invokes the powers of "black vengeance" and the same powers
which Iago had introduced to him, whose agent Iago has been, and
which will now be incorporated in Othello. The nature of Othello's
black vengeance exceeds that of Iago's because here is a simple
and free nature wholly corrupted. Othello's vengeance embraces the
8

web of "black magic" which has been spinning itself since Brabantio's
unknowing accusation in Act I. In the following speech, "Like to the
Pontiac sea . .
he articulates the beginning of his tragic passion
and, in doing so, he commits himself. "My bloody thoughts with vio
lent pace shall ne'er look back," he says; from here on the tragic
movement of Othello's course will be irrevocable. It is now that our
judgment of Othello must cease, and the horror that has lain ever
present ffrom the beginning obviates all other reaction.
In Act IV our horror increases as we witness Othello's transfor
mation which includes a gradual transfer of the bestiality imagery
from Iago's part to Othello's. With images such as "a cistern for foul
toads/ To knot and gender in," we recognize the Iago in Othello, but,
remembering what Othello once was, we cannot fail to shudder more
violnetly than at any of Iago's former verbal abominations. The next
inflection in our response comes in the bedroom scene when Othello
allows us to comprehend the nature of his passion. His soliloquy, "It
is the cause, etc.," shows his commitment to a deed which he believes
just yet immoral in his own eyes. "This sorrow's heavenly," he says,
"It strikes where it doth love."
It is questionable whether one can pity Othello at his first recog
nition— "0 Desdemona, Desdemona! dead!/ 0! 0! 0!" The plot is
moving with such rapidity and Othello is so high on a plane of intense
suffering, that there is little opportunity for any reaction, save that
of ultimate horror. It is only after Othello becomes the general again
and, with forced composure states that he, "Like the base Judean,
threw a pearl away," that we may pity him. With a final thrust at the
animal within him, he disembowels himself and falls next to Desde
mona. Here, for the first time, Othello copes with his suffering to
attain full humanity, and brought to manhood by this tremendous
suffering, he now must die: "No way but this,/ Killing myself, to die
upon a kiss."
Thus, in both tragedies we have arrived at a plateau at which,
drained by the cathartic experience, the audience can empathize with
the tragic hero; and we, arbitrarily, have called this plateau pity. It
is true that both heroes command a certain degree of awe following
their recognition; the term awe, however, is unspecific, and we would
have to plunge into a sea of dialectic before arriving at any significant
°hservation. It is important only to see that through his realized
suffering the hero has transformed himself in such a way that we may
identify with him and react.
What, however, is the specific nature of this reaction? To what
9

effect does it occur? One answer could be drawn from Unamuno s
Tragic Sense of Life. Although the book is a philosophic-religious
tract, not dealing at all with the literary tragedy, there is a great deal
in his chapter "Love, Pity, Suffering'" that can elucidate the postcathartic experience. A common human plight, says Unamuno, comes
from the "collision between our knowledge and our power, or the
conflict between our boundless imagination and our limited will. Per
haps more basic, but less applicable to the tragedies in question, is
his concept of suffering stemming from the conflict between our willed
immortality and our reasoned mortality. Together these constitute
the suffering in man's life, and when this suffering is shared between
two human beings, pity arises: "We pity what is like ourselves, and
the greater and clearer our sense of its likeness with ourselves, the
greater is our pity." From this sense of pity, the common sharing of
the human condition, comes spiritual love.
For men love one another with a spiritual love only when they
have suffered the same sorrow together, when through long days
they have ploughed the stony ground bowed beneath the com
mon yoke of a common grief. It is then that they know one an
other and feel one another, and feel with one another in their
common anguish, they pity one another and love one another.
For to love is to pity; and if bodies are united by pleasure, souls
are united by pain.
This, then, is the effect of the tragic experience. The hero comes
to us through his suffering, and we both empathize with him and
realize our own suffering. From imagination and pity we attain spirit
ual love for the hero; we come to a sense of oneness by which we, as
Unamuno says "arrive at the possession of self-consciousness —the
knowledge of oneself and the feeling of distinction from others.
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PAUL BATES

Two Children
She(

who loved
her blue dress so
she wept wearing the red,
and wept bitterly for the red
while in the blue
)died with the farewell news she wrote
when I read and crushed her
in my lap.

PAUL BATES

Law
Well I went to anyone I
guess, (because I don't know)
borrowing a steely sphere of time
with the come-on "Buddy . .
and met a stare like last year's
gravy boat, caked,
and with my BB gun voice
fired a quick "could I . .
When soon we saw our metal,
smiling, took us by our hands,
and spoke.
He was a Physics student
and spent that moment
on the laws of relativity
and impenetrability.
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WILLIAM SCHUBART

The Circumvallate Garden
Tea-talking of art on circumvallate lawns
Of scandal and mist on dew-laden dawns,
Bludgeoning art with a teacup and spoon,
Praising of tea in the afternoon,
Mothing about the glitter of plate,
Trying in vain to satiate
With a philter of tea leaves and boiling water
The inconscient love of a wayward daughter
tor a sentient man from the garden shed
Tamed to fertilize, weed, and spread
The caustic lime, to protect a lawn
From transient seed and bastard spawn.
And when in the evening the hostess ordains
1 he gardener goek home. The daughter complains
Of a headache and fever and goes to her room,
For the tea is cold and the gossip consumed.
The garden now freed of teacup and spoon
Lies under the white of a negliged moon,
And silently through the thornbush wall
Slithers the gardener sweatly and tall
With humus for the garden bed,
tor the seed his master loved with dread.
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Poem Two
Like quiet wards of moribund men
The ballrooms there are waiting for
The soft goose down of dinner talk
To settle in the room next door
Where mint and brandy ease the rough digestion
of a canape or thought
And the hostess interrupting calls them
off for a gavotte.
So all the bloated guests retire
To the lighted ballroom and the fire
And then the busy butlers must
Concern themselves with specks of dust,
And the soft goose down of dinner talk
Will fill their heads like teacher's chalk.
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MICHAEL KIRCHBERGER

Houdini

had it made
In a sealed wooden box
sealed with the locks
of the world
he could
snap
his boyish body
and
PRESTO
like Lazurus
he'd reappear.
The smell of his
smirking sweat
mingled with that
of those who watched
in awe
this surrealistic battle
with death
secretly hoping
in the pits
of their
minds
that someday
he'd by trapped
and SCREAM
like the rest of
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us mortals
In the end
he found the ETERNAL trap
the way we all do
Dead
His closed dark
handcuffs
were locked by the
rock of the shroud
Not being able
twist
to
his way through
Time's
labyrinth
he hasn't returned

A Perfect Day for Cracker Jack Prizes
Then Ulysses
riding his glistening white-maned mount
urged the weathered
Trojan Horse
through shifting gates
and bubbling,
engulfed the fortress.
No one screamed
as the castle dissolved
leaving the knoll
of an eroded mountain.
The moon pulled back
the plundering ocean
as the sun
starched the remnants
of a child's afternoon
and a tin-foil box
bobbing
flashing in the distance —
the last of the departing sails
15

W. H. WEBSTER

The Comeback
"Kill the baby '1 the red-lettered sign on the desk ordered the bugeyed, grinning man, his carving knife poised over a terrified hog-tied
baby complete with apple in its mouth. Charley glanced at the sign
and smiled as he backspaced his electric typewriter, jabbed the dash
key and let it run out to the margin with a stuttering, machine-gun
sound. After the victory he leaned back in his chair and rewarded
himself with a short break to stretch the muscles cramped by hours
of typing.
Charley was following a time-honored newspaper tradition, rid
ding his copy of non-essential words and phrases. This week he had
declared war on the word "that" and he had just finished destroying
an infiltrator which had crept past his defenses and into the copy.
Last week his enemy had been the distinction between "like" and "as"
and the week before, the word "great." Thus he was certain that his
copy would always be scrupulously correct. Not that it needed being
correct, but it was always nicer to have things that way.
The top of the desk, returned to its activity. The steady vibra
tion of the pounding typewriter and Charley's frequently exasperated
fist sent objects on the desk into their own little dance. Little pieces
of souvenir shrapnel were the most active. One piece rattled over to
a pile of papers that finally slid across the desk to muffle the clatter.
Another, larger than the rest, danced to the edge of the desk and,
when two keys suddenly stuck together, the resulting slap sent it
over the edge. It bounced off the slightly opened drawer, struck
Charley on the knee, and stopped under the desk.
"Unghh," he muttered, his concentration broken. He slid his chair
back and looked at the floor around the desk. The piece of shrapnel
lay against one of the desk legs. He tried to bend over to pick it up.
The bulge of his belly, compressed between his chest and thighs,
hindered his move and his left arm, as usual, wouldn't stretch out to
its full length. Sighing, he slid to his hands and knees and crawled
under the desk to retrieve the shrapnel.
"Charley, hey Charley. Where are you?"
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The voice from the door startled Charley. He thought briefly
about staying under the desk to avoid the embarrassment of being
discovered crawling out backwards, but being caught hiding under
the desk would be even worse. That would really give them some
thing to laugh at. He crawled out.
"Oh, hello Dale."
"Hi Charley. What the hell were you doing under the desk?
Playing like you were back writing stories in a foxhole?"
"No. No," Charley flushed. "I was just picking up a piece of
shrapnel that fell off the desk."
"Oh, those old things again." Dale laughed and closed the door.
"Well, what can I do for you Dale?" Charley asked.
"Nothing much, I've just finished talking to Worth."
"Oh yeah?" A slight pause as Charley turned off his electric
typewriter, then, tentatively, he asked, "was it about my series? What
did he say? Did he like it?"
"Well Charley, he liked certain parts of it and he did think the
overall concept was good."
Charley interrupted Dale eagerly, "Great, great, I knew he
would."
Dale continued, "But it's a problem of space Charley. You know
this is an election year and we're syndicating all the major columnists
and there's just not enough space on the editorial pages to run a six
week series. And the Sunday supplement is all filled with recipes of
the candidates' wives and that sort of thing."
Charley rocked back and absorbed the shock then began talking,
at first slowly and quietly, but quickly building intensity and volume.
"Dale, that's the best thing I've ever done. I spent a helluva lot of
time on it to make sure it was the best. It's got everything in it. I ve
touched every base. It's interesting. People will like it. He can t just
turn it down because it's election time. People want a little relief from
all that campaign nonsense." He stopped talking and started plucking
his lip.
Dale's voice softened. "Look Charley, you know Worth is in a
hind. We have to compete with everybody else during this campaign.
If military affairs were a major issue this time, Worth could find
some justification for printing it, but things are quiet right now and
all they're talking about is the Defense Department.'
Quickly Charley jerked his chair over by Dale's and started talk
ing rapidly, "Dammit Dale, look. Worth hasn't run my column
for eight weeks now and I haven't had a byline for three. All I m
17

doing is turning out news copy like some floor reporter and what I do
is always butchered by Lerner."
"Calm down," Dale cautioned. "Lerner's a good copy editor."
"The hell he is. Every time I give that ass something he rewrites
it or has one of his damn journalism majors do it."
"I know you're upset Charley, but try not to let it get you. Just
keep trying, okay?" He slapped Charley on the shoulder and started
to leave.
"He didn't like it." Charley's low voice stopped him.
"What?"
"He didn't like it. That's why he won't run it. He just plain
didn't like it."
Dale's soothing tone quieted him. "Now Charley, I told you he
liked certain parts of it and he did ask me to have you keep it current
in case something happened and he could run it. Worth's not picking
on you. Don't get that impression. He's just involved with a lot of
other things."
"So what do I do till he decides to run it?" Charley's voice was
tired.
"Oh, same old thing, just keep hacking away. I'll see you later
Charley, okay?"
"Okay."
He flashed Charley ore last smile as his head disappeared be
hind the closing door and his shadow moved across the frosted glass
window momentarily obscuring the small sign
CHARLES DAVID CUTSINGER
MILITARY EDITOR

and became indistinguishable from the other shadows racing back and
forth on business in the City Room outside.
Charley's office was at the end of the long line of offices that
housed the departmental editors. About a quarter of them were empty
now since Mr. Gilby, the Light's publisher, hadn't seen much use for
poetry editors and the like. There was talk now that some of the
senior reporters from the City Room would be moved into the vacated
offices. That disturbed Charley. Conscious as he was of caste, he didn't
like the idea of reporters treading on editorial carpets. And he said as
much any time the subject came up. Perhaps this was because he was
also too conscious of the fact that his former office had been along the
other wall with those of Worth and Dale. But in the building's re18

novation two years ago one of the offices on that side had been elimi
nated to make the others bigger and it was decided that Charley
should be the one to move to the other side. Since all the other offices
were filled at the time, he was given the one on the end with the
understanding that it was only temporary, that he would soon be
relocated in a more suitable office. By now Charley had given up hope
of ever being moved, but he never forgot about his old office on the
far side of the room.
Sometimes the new office was almost bearable. He had tried to
preserve as much as he could the flavor of the old office. He had saved
the old carpet and the bookcase which still displayed the two German
potato mashers converted to bookends. Under the glass top of the
desk were old newspaper photos of Charley standing with various
generals, congressman, and correspondents. They would be shaking
hands or laughing or pointing to some feature of the Italian landscape.
On top of the desk was the base of an .88 shell he used as an ash tray,
a gold-plated luger passing as a paperweight, and several little lumps
of shrapnel for Charley and his guests to occupy their hands with.
There was a story behind each of these artifacts and it was a long
standing tradition that whenever a new reporter joined the staff he
would be introduced to Charley. The newcomer would invariably
comment on something in the room and that was all Charley needed.
He would then subject the newcomer to a two hour, sometimes longer,
recitation of his wartime experiences. Such moments were bliss for
Charley. And usually the newcomer enjoyed it too, because everyone
had heard what a great war correspondent Charles David Cutsinger
had been. Everyone who had experienced such an encounter agreed
that the old veteran had quite a flair for story-telling.
Charley slumped back in his chair and stared dully at the manu
script Dale had left on the typewriter. That series was to have been
the first leg of his trip back to the other side of the room, back to his
old office. Now it lay there on the typewriter. With one swift chop
Worth had cancelled that trip. As he stared at the manuscript, he
felt his eyes becoming hot and his nose stopping up. He put his hands
across his chest and under his armpits as though hugging himself and
^Pped forward in the chair to rest his forehead on the edge of the
desk. He tried to clear his nose and succeeded in shaking the tears off
his bottom eyelid and letting them roll down his cheeks.
"Dammit. I can't cry. I won't cry." he screamed to himself and
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jumped up and walked over to lock the door. "I can't let anybody
see me like this. I can't cry over a silly little thing like that." He
dropped back down into his chair. "I did my best. I put everything
I had into that damn series and Worth won't run it. That ass doesn't
know anything. He doesn't know what people want." He sniffed. "He's
right. It isn't good enough. It's lousy. I can't do one goddamn thing
right anymore." Suddenly he was ashamed that his nose was running
as well as his eyes and the feeling of shame caused another rise in
the temperature of his eyes. Now he was crying and there wasn't
anything he could do about it. He sat with his face in his hands
shaking the chair. Gradually the tears stopped and the sobs sub
sided into coughs. He mopped his face with a handkerchief and blew
his nose, then settled back in his chair in almost the same attitude
Dale had left him in except for the red puffiness of his face. He des
perately wanted a drink of cold water to ease his aching throat and to
hold the cold glass against his face, but that would require going out
into the room where people could see.
The worst was over, but now other annoyances began to filter
into his consciousness. The old office and the swarms of young re
porters vanished with it, passed away. He hated being called "Charley"
and everybody did it. Charles was more respectful and he deserved
such respect. Charles David Cutsinger, one of the bravest of all the
war correspondents. He had been all the way through the Italian
campaign, including Salerno, until he was wounded. Everybody
knew he was one of the greatest. Only Ernie Pyle was more famous
and that was only because Ernie had stopped something on some
rock. If Charley had died in that little town, it would have been Ernie
Pyle and Charles David Cutsinger together. Charley liked the thought
of that so much that he smiled and decided he could risk a glass of
water.
As he opened the door he saw Worth and Dale standing at the
door of Worth's office. Worth was putting on his coat and gesturing
to Dale. 1 he sight of the two of them talking brought back the depres
sion that his daydreaming had banished. He turned back into his
office, closing the door behind him. The manuscript, a dull lifeless
thing, was still on the typewriter. There was nothing he could to get
it over to Worth s office again. The series had been a failure. "But it
wasn't my fault. It was good. It's all because of Worth. That bastard
never liked me.
All the impressions in the room began to focus on the manuscript
lying on fop of the typewriter. The office, the noise of the typewriters
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from the room outside, the winking of his flourescent desk light, every
thing suddenly seemed hostile. Choking, he turned and stumbled out
of the office, leaving his coat and walked hurriedly out of the room,
drawing a few idle stares. He managed to squeeze into an elevator
and a minute later he was through the revolving door and outside.
A cold, stinging wind lashed across the sidewalk. Charley was
momentarily sorry that he had left his coat but the thought slipped
out of his mind as the cold began to take effect. The dazzling pain
in his feet and fingers, the feel of freezing mucous in his nose seemed
somehow pleasant. He slipped his hands under his armpits, feeling
the warmth of his body and the burning pain in his hands. Bending
his head into the wind allowing it to blow down his collar, Charley
decided to walk home.
The harsh smell of sulphur burned Charley's nose as his cold
hand guided the match to the gas jets in the artificial fireplace. A
small explosion, then the gas burned steadily. He adjusted the flame
to a height that cast realistic shadows on the ceramic logs. Squatting
in front of the flame, he rubbed his hands together then massaged
his face, enjoying the stinging sensation as his body regained its natu
ral warmth. He heaved himself up from his position, stretched, and,
satisfied, decided to have a drink.
Two shots of scotch and a splash of soda, just enough to make it
bubbly. He settled into the natural valley his body had created in
the sofa and took a long sip. He lit a cigarette, then picked up the
heavy book with the glossy black cover. He had always believed that
cover to be a triumph of graphic art: black, with red flames reaching
up from the bottom about a third of the way and white letters. At the
top the title, Incidents In Italy, stood out sharply, then further
down in neat white letters, By CHARLES DAVID CUTSINGER,
followed with, Edited By DALE DELONGE. And on the bottom the
encomiums of critics, . . explosive . . . —Eric Sevaried, Cutsinger
records with care and compassion the pleasure, the pain of the sol
dier's lot on the Italian front. A must read book.
Vernon Gilby
Jr., "A chronicle of the war in Italy that many people forgot aboutf
after the Normandy landings, but which still retains importance.
— Time.
Also on the coffee table was a thick, hard leather covered scrapbook. Setting the book down, Charley picked it up and settled down
further into the couch. He ran his fingers over each old page as he
read the old clippings of his releases from the war that his mother
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had devotedly clipped out of the papers. He felt deeply secure read
ing the by-line, CHARLES DAVID CUTSINGER, SOMEWHERE IN
ITALY. They were all there. Almost all had been front page too.
And there were other things. All the citations and honors he had won
as a correspondent. Charley especially valued the old photograph of
himself and Bill Mauldin accepting the award for best front-line
coverage from the editor of Stars and Stripes.
It had been the big-time then, fancy hotel suites, scotch whenever
you wanted, a girl. They knew how to treat correspondents then,
especially the big-time ones like Quentin Reynolds, Charles Cutsinger,
and John Steinbeck. He had come down a long way since the war
when he had been courted by everyone from privates to generals,
nurses to Congressmen. Now his major duty was keeping track of
whose son had recently been stationed in Hawaii.
That wasn t quite fair he knew; he did have other responsibilities,
important ones too, but Worth and Dale had taken them for them
selves. You would have thought that with everything they had to do,
they could have left Charley alone in his own bailwick, but no. I was
almost as if he were being put out to pasture for no reason at all. All
the paper seemed to want out of him was the atmosphere of class his
name on the masthead gave them.
But that wasn't quite right either. He had to be fair, had to
maintain his perspective. It'might have been luck that sent him to
Italy as a twenty year old student in 1939, only to be arrested and
later to escape late in 1940, to find refuge with an outlaw gang, posing
as Anti-Facists. He had begun his stories then, radioing them to
Malta to eventually get to Chicago and the paper that had agreed
two years ago to consider running his impressions of Facist Italy.
When the United States came into the war, Mr. Gilby had seen
Charley's value and got him out of Italy, sent him to Cairo and told
him he was a war correspondent. That was how he had started out.
He remembered after the war, the parades, the dinners, his book, the
job as Military Editor of the Light, the enthusiasm and adulation,
then the routine. No more glamor. The Korean police action had been
a chance to get back, hut he had muffed it. He spent his time in
Tokyo, forwarding the stories of two young reporters back to Chicago.
At the time he believed the dignity of his office required that he remain
in Tokyo; he knew he was wrong. He was no good.
That thought brought him back to the reality of his situation.
His series had not been accepted and he knew why. It was shallow,
dull, \apid, uninteresting. Charley realized what his faults were and
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was always attempting to correct them. But he had had it now. He
wasn't sure what he was going to do or what he could do. Maybe if
he stuck it out a little longer things would change; maybe he would
get another break like Italy.
His attention drifted back to the coffee table and the book.
'Think about something else Charles, don't be pessimistic, think
about something else.' Almost desparately he reached for the book.
His momentary attack of self-analysis had passed. He felt it receding
back into his conscious as the book came forward. Things will work
out. I'll just keep hacking away."
Three weeks later the campaign was over and Charley thought
that now he could approach Dale and Worth again about the series.
In the week after the election he spoke to Dale twice but got only
evasions. And now rumor was spreading about another shake-up in
the staff. "We're going to have to cut out all the dead wood." Mr.
Gilby was reported to have said. Charley was afraid. He saw it coming.
People seemed to sense who was going and they stopped talking to
them. Fewer people dropped into Charley's office. They were avoiding
him so that, when the axe fell, the severing of their relationships
would not be harsh and sudden. On the first of December Charlev
received a memo from Worth setting time for an appointment. Charlev
was terrified.
"Mr. McDonald will see you now," Susan's voice was pleasant,
precise and impersonal. She didn't even look at Charley and smile the
way she used to.
"Sit down Charley," Worth said. "Smoke?"
"Thanks," Charley took one and managed a smile.
"Charley," Worth leaned forward, elbows on desk, "What I'm
going to say isn't going to be pleasant for me. We've known each other
for a long time and gotten to like and respect each other.
Charley's ears stopped receiving as he thought, The hell you
do. You're relishing every moment of this, you bastard. \ ou ve wanted
me canned ever since I came to this paper.
Worth resumed after a pause, staring quizically at Charley, As
you know in an operation of this size one has to be as economical as
possible. So I will be brief as possible."
Charley remembered the war-time epitaph, He didn t jeel a
thing," and hoped it would be the same way.
"We're going to ask you to take a cut in salary and move back
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on the floor as a reporter. Of course you'll still have your speciality,
but we can't afford to keep any one person as specialized as you are
and not use them for other things. If you don't feel you can accept
this offer, rest assured that you will get excellent recommendations
if you decide to leave us."
Like hell you would. You'd rather see me selling apples in the
streets, ( harley thought and said, "Do I have to make up my mind
right away?"
No, not at all. There's plenty of time. A couple of weeks or so."
W orth was trying to look him in the eye again and Charley stared
frozen-faced through the crack in the curtains at the dark winter sky.
Well, that s all there is to it," Worth said finally.
Charley realized the session was over and got up to leave, "I'll
think about it and let you know. Thanks a lot for telling me, Worth."
As soon as he said Worth he knew he had done the wrong thing.
Worth stiffened slightly in his chair and said, "That's all right
Charley."
Charley walked out and closed the door behind him.
He wrote a few letters in a feeble attempt to find another job,
but nothing happened. And so, a week before Christmas, Charley
cleaned out his office and went back to the floor. '7 might as well be
selling apples."
This thing NBC has done will revolutionize the news media and
if newspapers want to keep up, they're going to have to find some
way of acheiving the same effect." Mr. Gilby finished and looked
around the table. Everyone was thinking the same thing. How can
you scoop a network that takes its cameras into an African jungle
and photographs a native uprising complete with dissident nationalists
and bearded foreign agitators? Everyone agreed NBC's documentary
had created quite a stir.
Dale finally broke the silence. "Look, why don't we do the obvi
ous thing? Send a man to some country where they're having a revo
lution or something big and have him act as our special correspondent?
He could wire back his own stories direct from the scene. We wouldn't
have to depend on government news sources and we could get the
stories almost, if not quicker, than the networks." No one said any
thing so Dale continued, "If we did it, we have the right man on our
own staff, Charley Cutsinger. You remember? The war correspondent
He knows his way around these situations."
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Mr. Gilby looked around and said, "It sounds feasible. Cutsinger
eh? What do you think Worth?"
Worth wrinkled his forehead for a moment, "I guess we can do
it. Cutsinger's not much use around here and if he doesn t work out,
or the idea doesn't, then we can always get somebody else or drop the
whole thing."
"I like the idea," Mr. Gilby smiled, "get somebody to work out the
details and let's do it."
II.
Capitan Francisco Enrique Muriendo y Urritia sat back in the
jeep with his legs crossed, his cap brim pulled low over his sun glasses
and swung the machine gun mounted on the side of the jeep bat k
and forth with his foot. He looked over at the driver, a young con
script named Lupe, who sat with his hands clenched on the steering
wheel while his eyes searched the sky. Capitan Muriendo knew that
he must appear confident in front of the conscript, so he idly lit a
cigarette and slouched even lower into his seat, hoping the action
would reinforce his attitude of nonchalance and expose less of his
back to the trees behind him. He wanted desparately to turn around
every minute and see if anything was creeping up on him from behind.
Instead he flicked a glance at the conscript, then tried to appear to
be dozing.
Built on a slight plateau that rose out of the valley, the landing
strip was officially no-man's land. But Capitan Muriendo had a healthy
respect for the rebels who inhabited the mountains rising out of the
valley that sheltered Matandosa, a provincial capital. He had gambled
that only two men and a jeep would not attract the rebel s attention
as much as a whole convoy would have.
Such exercises in strategy were one of the few pleasures he could
enjoy in Matandosa. Capitan Muriendo hated Matandosa. He dreamed
every night of the gaudy pleasures of the capital and woke every mornmg to the same peasant girl and her withered hand. But he was in
exile in Matandosa and so he understood his existence as an imprison
ment. Some members of his family had been involved in an abortive
palace revolution and the government tried to break up the family.
So they had transferred him to Matandosa. Despite his imprison
ment, he hated the illiterate rebels up in the mountains. He believed
that the common people should not meddle in politics. That was
the only reason he endured the peasant girl with the withered hand,
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she didn t. All she needed was for him to make love to her whenever
he wanted. But he was afraid, afraid that any moment someone would
shoot him in the back. So he lived in his room above the cantina and
never went out after dark.
( apitan, escuchense (1apitan.} The conscript's relieved gibber
ing eased the tightness between Muriendo's shoulders. He followed
(he conscript s gaze up the valley to the north. He didn't see the
plane, but he could hear its buzz. He got out of the jeep and stretched,
taking the opportunity to make a quick search of he forest surround
ing the landing strip. Everything looked peaceful. Good. He would
hate to have an incident with an American reporter in the plane.
Charles David Cutsinger, foreign correspondent, gazed lazily
down. The unbroken Latin forest stretched out before him. The trip
had been hard and tiring, but this was the last leg and he was happy.
Matandosa was the beginning of his trip back to the office on the
same side with Worth and Dale. He knew it. It had to be. Now he was
doing something he knew and enjoyed. He realized he'd made a few
mistakes before but now he knew how to handle things. They really
treated him royally at the office. Even Mr. Gilby had come down to
say goodby. Charley had gone away to war again and he was happy.
"How much longer?" Charles asked the pilot.
"We are almost there* senor, up ahead see the cut between the
mountains9 That is the way into the valley and in the valley is
Matandosa."
The sight was unsettling. The gray bleakness of the mountains
rose up on either side of the plane. There was no sky around them
and the air was rougher. The plane moved down the valley. The pilot
rolled over into a steep bank. The final approach was faster and
steeper than Charles had expected. All he could see was the greeness
of the vegetation and the blackness of the shadows tearing by him.
The pilot straightened out about two hundred feet off the ground,
turned into the wind and landed in a storm of dust and dry grass.
Jerking the plane around the pilot taxied over to the jeep, stopped
the engines and grinned out of his unshaven face. "Estamos aqui,
senor."
Capitan Muriendo tried to brush the dust off his uniform as the
airplanes engines died. A man in a white tropical suit climljed out of
the co-pilot's door and started towards him. From the distance
Muriendo could determine only that the man was short and fat but
as he walked closer, the rest of his features began to sharpen.
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Muriendo, who knew clothes, decided that the man tried to appear
slim with padding in the shoulders and a pinched waist. His nose
looked like a small squash. His lips were pulled out from the rest of
his face so that he looked like he was always pouting. Muriendo de
cided he didn't like the man because he was ugly, but that he would
be nice to him because he was important.
Charles stood in front of the tall man in the uniform. "I m
Charles David Cutsinger, correspondent for the Chicago Light."
"Senor," the Capitan made a slight bow," I am Capitan Fran
cisco Enrique Muriendo y Urritia, commander of the garrison at
Matandosa. I have been ordered to assist you in any way possible.
I will have my driver load your bags into the jeep and we will go
into town to your room."
They stood together silently while the conscript piled Charles
bags onto the back seat of the jeep before getting in for the fifteen
mile ride along donkey trails that would take them back into
Matandosa.
Ceremony and curiosty swept the town as officials greeted and
peasants stared at the celebrated correspondent. Charles was as bored
with the Latin love of pomp as he had been twelve years ago in Italy.
After he was situated in the best room in the inn, which still contained
reminders of Muriendo's residence, he shooed everybody away and
went to sleep.
Charles was shocked out of his sleep by a small, nut-like club
pounding on his shoulder. It turned out to be a hand and he rolled
over and stared up at a plain but well-proportioned girl who trying
to make him understand something in a low hurried voice. Sensing
no ugency in he tone, Charles allowed himself the pleasure of awak
ing slowly and laboriously. Finally he gathered that it was time to
oat and there was some sort of to do downstairs for him.
"Okay, honey okay." He grinned and patted her behind, turning
her towards the door. As she moved away he let his thumb follow
his hand from the small of her back down to where her body curved
in. Hearing no complaints, he grinned and slid back down under the
warmth of the covers. He knew he was going to enjoy it here.
Ten minutes later he got out of bed, cleaned himself up and
dressed to go downstairs. Annoyed by the fact that there was no inter
ior entrance from the inn to the cantina below, he walked outside
and was surprised to find that the night was cool and refeshing, an
unexpected change from the close, soporific day.
Inside the cantina he saw several tables pulled into a formation
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resembling a banquet set-up. Standing around the tables, drinking
and laughing, were some soldiers and about a dozen civilians, all in
their idea of full-dress. The significance of the scene with its pathetic
attempt at richness and importance slowly came to Charles as he
stood in the doorway. To these people he was important, respected,
honored. They realized that he was a man of consequence and no
small fame, and they were doing all they could to show him that they
recognized what was befitting a man of his position. Not since Italy
had Charles felt so flattered, recognized and secure. If these people
could so instantaneously recognize his qualities it would not be long
before he was back on the same side of the wall with Worth and Dale.
A wild and forgotten joy exploded in his body.
Captain Muriendo walked over and began introducing him to
the other guests in a clipped military voice accompanied by a slight,
rigid bow. Charles noted every little courtesy and let them settle in his
mouth to melt slowly like a pieces of chocolate. Since Capitan Muri
endo was the only one who could speak English, he was seated next
to Charles. As they sat, Charles, in his new-found confidence vowed
he would make this a night he would not forget for the rest of his life.
The girl who had awakened him was serving the tables from
chipped, blue-veined china. Charles had forgotten about the hand
but now he stared at it with the fascinated curiosity of a cat. The
left hand was smaller and darker than the right, the knuckles jutted
up sharply leaving deep valleys for the prune-surfaced skin to fall
into. The fingers had been jerked into the palms at seemingly
impossible angles. Only the little finger could be moved, and it seemed
to have a permanent bend at the first joint. To Charles the hand and
its accompanying arm with sharply detailed muscles looked like a
giant s club with a nail sticking out of it. He found her attractive,
but the hand repulsed him. As he watched her, the attraction, a com
bination of long unsatisfied desires and the knowledge that Muriendo
was looking back and forth at them, won out. The concept of the
Latin Lover had never set well with him, and knew he could beat this
dandified Muriendo's time.
After dinner, Capitan Muriendo made a short speech about the
town and welcomed Charles. The mayor made a much longer one
and when he was finally finished, the landlord took off his coat, put on
his apron, moved behind the bar and started serving mugs of the
local booze.
As they drank, they talked, mostly about the revolution. The
rebels were everywhere; nobody was safe anymore. In tones of fear28

ful awe they spoke of a man called "Domingo El Intinierro and his
atrocities. He was a cruel butcher, a brilliant leader, an atheistic
pervert, a masterful tactician. He commanded the revolution from
the mountains and no one had ever seen him. At first Charles tried
to keep notes on the conversation as translated by Capitan Muriendo,
but as Saturday became Sunday, and he kept drinking, he forgot about
the duty that had brought him to Matandosa.
The conversation turned as more questions were directed at
Charles, and soon he took over completely, detailing his Italian adven
tures with broad sweeps of his arms and all the proper faces and sound
effects. He began to grow impatient with Capitan Muriendo. The man
had been drinking as long and as much as he had, but showed no
effects at all. He still looked neat and ascetic and bored. Charles
became angry with the air of smugness and superiority Capitan
Muriendo carried about him. His stories became more ferocious, his
actions more pugnacious. He kept drinking and talking and finally,
during one of Capitan Muriendo's patient translations, he closed his
burning eyes and passed out.
He opened his eyes and looked up at the servant girl with the
withered hand. The hand was rubbing a cool, damp cloth across his
forehead. Past the girl he could see that the shutters were still closed.
That explained the warm darkness in the room . He rolled over on his
back, and spread his arms keeping as near as possible to the edge the
girl was standing by. As he lay there trying to blink out the pain in
his eyes and squeeze the dizziness and nausea out of his muscles the
girl kept swabbing his face.
"Que hora?" he finally said, slipping his arm around her behind
to pull her up against the bed and giggling silently over his own pun.
"La siesta" she said and smiled.
"La siesta eh? Then let's have a little siesta ourselves." And he
slid over on his side pulling her down beside him on the bed. He
kissed her tentatively then drew back to observe the effect. The girl s
face was all eager, animal anticipation as she slipped under the covers
and kissed him back. Finally, all he could remember was the club-like
left hand beating him rythmically on the back.
"La siesta terminaba," she said and got out of bed, gave him a
last teasing glimpse of her body as she dressed methodically, then left.
Charles wormed his way back down into the bed, deciding to take a
nap before going down to the cantina to eat.
An hour later, an angry red sun began to set behind the moun
tains, and to the north the daily afternoon rain squall was beginning
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to gather in dirty smudges. Charles walked down the stairs of the
inn. It was Sunday and the streets were clear and quiet. Sitting inside
the cantina were Capitan Muriendo and two of his lieutenants at a
big round table, a couple of seedy-looking individuals in a far corner,
the servant girl he had so recently enjoyed on a stool beside the bar,
and behind the bar stood his landlord. He walked over to Capitan
Muriendo, wondering if he should tell him about the girl. He knew he
would enjoy the explosion Capitan Muriendo would have, but as he
reached the table he sensed that he already knew.
"Senor," the Capitan rose to his full height, "May I remind you
that you are here as an official guest of the government. A guest."
His inference was as clear, as his formality. "In this town I represent
the government, therefore you are my guest and are expected to be
have as a guest. I will not tolerate any more of your barbarianism. On
more such incident and I will be forced to ask you to leave Matandosa." He sat down and turned to his lieutenants.
As Charles backed away towards the bar he noticed the two
men in the corner throw a few coins on the table and leave. Evidently
they had sensed the tension surrounding himself and the officer. At
the bar he picked up a piece of cheese nibbled prefunctorily on it. He
wondered how soon he could get to the servant girl again. He held all
the high cards and he wanted to call Muriendo's bluff. He knew
the capitol would order Muriendo to keep him; and if that didn't
work, he would threaten to give the country a black-eye in the Ameri
can press. That would play havoc with their foreign aid and tourist
industry. Destroying Muriendo was going to be a pleasure.
Glass shattered behind him and he turned around puzzled. One
of the lieutenants was jumping out of his chair; the other was start
ing to slide along the floor. Capitan Muriendo was up and reaching
out to scoop something off the floor. A bundle of gray iron pipe. A
bomb. The landlord was sweeping the servant girl off the stool.
Muriendo reached the bomb. Charley saw the action blur across his
sight as he dropped behind the bar. One lieutenant reached for the
door, the other still sliding, the landlord covering the servant girl
with his body, Muriendo's arm start down on the follow-through,
the explosion.
Glasses and bottles fell off the shelves, the panoramic mirror,
pride of the bar, splintered into deadly slivers. The explosion ex
panded the room, seeking escape and found it through the door and
windows facing the street in a blast of dust.
Gradually Charley came back. He became conscious of the serv30

ant girl's hysterical screams. Gunpowder smoke seared his eyes and
nose. He started to stumble for the rectangular patch of light visible
through the suffocating smoke and dust and tripped. Except for the
girl's screaming and his breathing there was no animal sounds. One
lieutenant lay along the wall with his arms and legs twisted. The
back of the landlord's white shirt was a dirty red and the girl pushed
at the body as she screamed and screamed and screamed. Charley
looked around for Capitan Muriendo. The most substantial lump,
unrecognizable as a man, had been blasted against the bar by the
explosion.
Gunfire outside jerked Charley back to reality. The sounds of
hattle alerted all his senses. His left leg was bleeding hotly as he
stumbled towards the door. There he found the other lieutenant. He
had been blown through the door and now lay sprawled across the
steps leading up to the street, raw and red. Charley pressed against the
low wall the incline of the steps created and looked up and down
the street.
Up the street there were two or three civilian bodies on the side
walks. As he looked down, two soldiers broke from a doorway about
fifteen yards away from him on his side. They were aiming for a door
way almost directly across from him. Someone on the second floor
was firing at them with an automatic weapon. The lead soldier took a
flying leap and crashed into the sidewalk. When he didn t move
Charley knew he was dead. The second hesitated, then slid against
a blank wall five yards from his objective. Charley jumped up invol
untarily as a rifle close by fired twice and the soldier jerked twice.
Suddenly Charley realized he was standing up looking directly into
the eyes of the person on the second floor. He tried to disappear into
the concrete side of the steps as the bullets chewed up pieces of con
crete with angry little buzzing noises and kicked the lieutenant's
body back down the stairs.
A grenade bounced past him, rolled inside the cantina and ex
ploded. The door frame collapsed in a rush of wood and stone. He
was trapped and he had to get out. Suddenly the machine gun stopped
shooting at him. Another soldier had burst out of a doorway and was
running across the street. Charley's chance. With the gunner s atten
tion diverted, he could make it across to the doorway. He would make
it. He'd been in tougher spots in Italy.
Quickly he jumped out of his hiding place and started running.
As his left leg hit the middle of the sidewalk the stabbing pain sliced
through him. His right leg passed the sidewalk. Again the left, again
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the pain. The right finished a third of the street. As he stretched his
left out for the halfway mark he turned his head to catch a breath
and saw the soldier who had saved him falling down. The left leg hit
and buckled; Charley fell on his face. Quickly back on his knees he
tried to pull the leg up while looking at the window. The muzzle
swung towards him. He raised both his hands to the window.
Three quick clubs hit him starting high in the left shoulder down
across his chest. He slid back down the cobblestone slopes, stopping
just short of the gutter. The sun was in his face. The only pain was
in his leg and eyes.
He tried to blink out the light. It was hurting him. The gunfire
hurt his ears. He wanted darkness and quiet, a soft hospital bed with
clean sheets and one of those cute Army nurses to shave you every
day. An explosion. Someone must have gotten the machine gun. Fraser
always was good with a grenade. He had to roll over. Couldn't die
on his back like a turtle. Twice he tried but the pain stopped him.
"Third time's the charm." He made it and felt the cool dust and
darkness on his face. He wanted a drink. Some wine. Some of that
wine they'd had in Naples would taste good now. "Corpsman! Corpsman!" Tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. Everytime he screamed
he pulled some skin off. He could taste blood in his mouth. He stop
ped yelling. "What was happening?" "Keep your head down you fat
fool." Shots, voices, men running. He couldn't see. He turned his face
back to the gutter. One hand tried to dig a cigarette out of his fatigue
jacket. Futile, the left hand wouldn't work.
Rain drops began to fall, slowly at first. Like little cannonballs
they would explode in the layers of dust in the gutter, kicking up
puffs of earth. Then faster. The tiny dark holes resembled craters on
the moon. One drop fell on the bridge of Charley's nose next to his
eye. He didn't blink. He was dead. More rain. Soon Charley's hair
was plastered over his forehead, the blood was washed away from
his mouth and the angry rde stains on his white coat were a faded pink.
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POLLY CONE

Vision in Hanover
Today
Our minds have touched as
Closely as our coffee cups
And it is understanding when
We speak; unfold
A silent glance perhaps
Like sugar papers.
Even now when we are blowing
To the street to meet
The other faces
We may know them; Women
Shaped like buses whose
Sometimes men are
Very old.
Oh this
Is pleasure being still
With secrets to recall
The palest dregs we leave
Behind us; crumbs of cake that
Whisper in the saucers.
Silly now but this
Is pleasure for we
Understand
That it is cold
And sometimes it is
Raining where the men
Are old
But somewhere further than
A dark cafe
We learned to trust more than
Kisses
Cannot murder us.
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EDWARD G. HEIMERDINGER

A W ord on Poets

poems are good things
but poets are mad
poets are crazy
de-ranged
malformed
sickly

I'm a poet
and I know it
hope I don't blow it .. .
Bob Dylan

mistreated
suicidal
poor
creat
ures

now poems, they're all right
some poems are fat
some are thin
others small, others tall
I like fat ones myself
with lots of sex
and humor
and death (or dyyy—ing)
and love
and fruss-tra-tion:
that's my kind of poem
I take white wine
with my poems
(slightly chilled)
and salami
on french bread
makes a good combination
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also girls
or women or dogs, cats, mice, bluebirds, bald eagles,
garter snakes, pandas, duck-billed platypus
es
almost anything
but poets, that's
something else
don't trust them
as far as
I can throw them
but poets make poems
so
have to put up with them
but keep them out of sight
don't let them out
without
a collar
hit them
every so often
with a big stick
and take care
they don't bite you
as they most likely
have rabies
or something else
equally horrible
hut poems are fine
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EDWARD HALLOWELL

The Sea-Farer:
AN APPRAISAL OF EZRA POUND'S TRANSLATION
The good translation, according to John Dreyden in his preface
to the translation of Ovid's Epistles, is achieved only by the trans
lator who is a master of both his author's language and his own, and
who preserves the sense of the original "sacred and inviolable." Re
ferring specifically to translations of poetry, Mark Van Doren has
insisted in his preface to R. M. Lumiansky's translation of Chaucer's
Canterbury Tales that only the greatest poems can "breathe" in the
atmosphere of another language without losing much that is essential
to artistic unity and dramatic statement. Both of these comments
bear directly on the problems of translation. Dreyden presents us
with a comprehensive and demanding set of requirements for success
ful translation. Van Doren, severely limiting the chances for happy
results, suggests that language is alive, that it is inextricably bound
up with its people, and that its written expression somehow withers
when transplanted and translated.
It is the Herculean task of the translator to try to retard this
unfortunate withering as much as possible. Ideally, the best transla
tion is that which retains original form and flavor and conveys at
the same time the meaning and emotive quality of the original. Any
thing short of this ideal, however excellent, must be evaluated for its
own secial merits and defects. And so we come to Ezra Pound s trans
lation of The Seafarer.
Almost immediately one is struck by the similarity of Pound's
translation and the Old English poetry of the original. An almost
omnipresent element of alliteration, so noticeable a quality of the
Old English, is actively at work in the Pound translation, producing
corresponding feelings of similarity in sound and meter. The first ten
lines are particularly indicative of this effect:
"May I for my own self song's truth reckon,
Journey's jargon, how I in harsh days
Hardship endured oft.
Bitter breast cares have I abided
Known on my keel many a care's hold,
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And dire sea-surge, and there I oft spent
Narrow nightwatch, nigh the ship's head
Where she tosses close to cliffs. Coldly afflicted
My feet were by frost benumbed.
Chill its chains are; . .
Interesting to note is the fact that although Pound's lines contain
alliteration, often in the exact position as it appears in the Old English
poem, the alliteration is not always identical with that of the origi
nal. The "s" sound of sipas secgan (tell of journeying) in line 2
becomes "Journey's jargon" in Pound's translation. Though the alli
teration of the "j's" is not the same in sound quality as that of the
"s s, the principle of alliteration is preserved. In other lines, bitre
breostceare, "bitter breast cares," and nearo nihtwaco, "narrow nightwatch,' the alliteration is matched exactly with that of the original.
Not only are the initial "b" and "n" sounds repeated as in the origi
nal, but there exists as well a striking similarity in the sounds of
entire words. Pound's "Bitter breast cares" is quite close to the text's
bitre breostceare, and narrow nightwatch is striking in its resemblence
to nearo nihtwaco. Here it is apparent that Pound has avoided the use
of the figurative translation of nearo as "anxious," in favor of the
literal "narrow.' Actually, at first glance the figurative translation
seems better:
"How I often kept anxious night watches at the ship's
prow . . ."
"Narrow," though possibly less desirable for a prose translation, is
able to convey a sense of the mental constriction in times of anxiety.
At the same time it gives the poetic translation a touch of audio kin
ship with the original.
There are yet other examples of Pound's effort to suggest a
sound relationship between his translation and the Old English poem.
His translation of ceare seofedun (line 10) as "chafing sighs" bears a
marked resemblence to the sound of the original words when pro
nounced. Similar sound resemblences may be observed in line 31 where
nap nihtscura is rendered as "neareth nightshade," a far more palat
able rendering than the literal (the shades of night grow dark).
Another interesting example of this technique occurs in line 79 where
lifes blaed (glory of eternal life) appears as "life's blast." Though this
particular translation will be found lacking when the question of
theme is considered, it contributes significantly to Pound's creation
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of audio similarity. Still another translation for sound effect appears
in line 91 where onsyn blacap is rendered as ' face paleth. The eth
ending on the verb "to pale" acts as a linkage of sound with the ending
of blacap.
Though Pound's careful choice of words for their sound value is
an integral part of his translating technique, there are other devices
which serve him equally well. Perhaps the most obvious of these is
the untranslated word, sometimes appearing close to its original form,
and quite often left unchanged. In line 17 haegl scurum fleag appears
in Pound's translation as "hail scur flew." The context of the word
"scur" leaves little doubt as to its meaning, and Pound has capitalized
on the perfect spot for it. Meaning is imparted through context, and
sound flavor is added to the best advantage. Line
provides a
similar example. Here eorpwelan ece stondap is rendered as earthweal eternal standeth." The use of archaic "weal poses little difficulty
for the reader, and it is close enough to the original eorpwelan to
create another link between translation and original.
Perhaps the most interesting of Pound's devices (and actually
quite similar to the choosing of words for translation on the basis of
their contribution to his sound scheme) may be noted in lines 32 and
45. In line 32 haegl feol on eorpan may be literally translated as (hail
fell on the earth). Pound's translation, omitting the definite article
and adding the adverb "then," produces almost exactly the sound
of the Old English: "Hail fell on earth then" . . . "earth then" and
eorpan, quite nice. In line 45 the rocess, though similar, is reversed.
Here, one word in Pound's translation produces another sound like
ness. Worlde hyht, literally translated as (earthly pleasure), appears
in Pound's translation as "world's delight." The de ending on worlde
and the Old English word for pleasure are compounded brilliantly
in Pound's "delight," adding again to the flavor of Old Engilsh in his
translation.
One need only examine Pound's use of deliberate alliteration
to discover another quality of this translation: his avoidance of literal
translation which does fit into the scheme of sound and metric quality
he is striving after. It is not too difficult to see that his translation
captures the flavor of Old English poetry where a literal translation,
necessarily appearing as prose, would come otT as second best. In line
29 wlonc ond wingal, if translated literally as (rich and merry with
wine) conveys the meaning of the Old English words quite clearly.
Next to Pound's "wealthy and wine-flushed." however, the literal
translation seems too long and sing-songv. Pounds version captures
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the short and masculine expression of the Old English while providing
for alliteration at the same time. Similarly, a preference must be shown
for I ound s Bosque taketh blossom, which seems more suggestive
of bearwas blostmum nimap than the literal (blossoms tae to the
woods). Again, in line 59 the alliteration of Pound's "My mood mid
the mere-flood" closely matches that of the original min modsefa mid
mere flode, while the untranslated mere and the similarity of sounds
of ftode and flood contributes to the kind of audio flavor observed
earlier. It is not difficult to see why Pound's translation of this line
is to be preferred to the literal (my spirit moves with the flow of the
tide).
While Pound s choice of words for the sake of sound flavoring
is demonstrably brilliant, he also reflects excellent judgement in choice
of words for their contribution to theme. A clear example of Pound's
rejection of a literal translation in favor of a more creative rendering
for the sake of theme occurs in line 81. Here, ealle onmedlan eorpan
rices. Literally translated as (all magnificence of earth's kingdom) ap
pears in Pound as "all the arrogance of earthen riches." Though his
rendering violates again the strictures of the academic translation,
Pound s choice of "arrogance of riches" is significant. The constant
juxtaposition of the harsh and sorrowful life of the seafarer with the
soft life of wealthy burgherS has reflected an important contrast be
tween the joy of self-imposed asceticism and the ephemeral nature
of material joys. This is an important thematic element, and one
whi(h Pound might well have treated more fully. Nevertheless, his
choice of arrogance serves to set off the two ways of life from one
another, implying that that of the land is arrogant in the thought
that its joys have any real permanence.
Inevitably, however, we must call Pound to account for an un
fortunate weakness. Moving from comprehension to the "setting
down" moment, Pound seems the ideal translator. He fulfills his task
in the second facet of the process (translating and reproducing) most
brilliantly. He gives us both the flavor and the approximate form and
meaning of Old English poetry, and though he abandons the literal
translation in favor of a translation which aims at sound emulation,
he succeeds well enough to justify his freedom. Where he fails us as
a translator is, strangely enough, in the primary stage (comprehen
sive). His understanding of theme is lacking at a crucial point, for he
ignores almost completely the transition from the motif of seafaring to
the homily concerning man's admitted duty to God. He speaks of his
spirit moving with the flow of the tide and coming back again, but
42

where is the translation for pon me hatran sind Dryhtnes dreamas
ponne pis dea.de lif laene on londe? (lit. For then the joys of the Lord
are more warm for me than the dead transitory life on land.) Another
significant omission of the religious aspects of the poem may
be noted in Pound's mistranslation of englum in line 78. Lifge mid
englum. is (life with the angels) not life "mid the English. As we ,
ecan lifes blaed refers to (glory of eternal life), hardly to "a lasting
life's blast." Again, dream mid dugejpum seems better translated as?
(in joy with the heavenly host) than as "Delight mid the doughty.
This neglect of so important an element in the theme of the
poem might well suggest that in this respect Pound's translation is
far from "ideal." Yet one must not overlook the positive aspects ot
Pound's work, for there can be no doubt that these far outweigh his
defects. His care in translating so as to emulate the sound and style
of Old English poetry merits much praise. Judged in terms of the
"ideal," Pound, quite understandably, falls short. Judged as a trans
lator who has captured the spirit and flavor of Old English poetry,
he goes well beyond expectation.

MICHAEL K. BERRYHILL

Yorick
Who knew him, Prince?
Oh, his women, sometimes,
But better the clowns
Who buried him,
Better the worms
Who ate him,
Better the caterpillar
Who bled yellow in his dust.
His flight was as drunken
As the bat's, insect-catching,
Not silken like your heron,
But drunken like your girl.
Is he not smiling at you now?
Shall he not laugh
With your foolish water lily?
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MICHAEL O'BRIEN

lo William Carlos Williams (in Heaven)

The pinpricks of the rain
compress the entire day into one color: gray
I remember a day like it
when I watched my Grandmother, seventy-seven,
watching television.
She is wispy and deaf
in her left ear. Her aqua housecoat fastened
by assorted metal buttons. My grandfather
dead for twenty years.
After a blazing life in Cheecago and
in St. Louis my Grandmother, slowed down
with arthritis and. with orthopedic oxfords,
settled down in the white and green house
we live in
in Virginia.
When she doesn't watch television
she grows the orangest dahlias. Wild. Red
rust yellow
and white chrysanthamums. Snapdragons.
She is more a part of this green-shuttered house
than I will ever be.
On a day like today I
remember her, a wrinkled contrast
to her orange dahlias, as she
watched "The Brighter Day."
Visions of that house, the needled weather,
m\ aging Grandmother blend voices
into a chorody that speaks for you, Carlos
Williams. You stared
so hard that America became
reality.
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The spinning cities
never heard Walt Whitman
and deny Carl Sandburg.
Your poem is America:
the country in a cocoon.
The supreme fiction you created
calls America into being:
chrysalis.
Now we are trying to deserve you.

MICHAEL B. SCHILLER

Last Night I Met A Poet
Oh, of course I'd known him
he lived with me, ate with me
certainly got drunk with me
but last night I met him.
I sat in that big green chair in my room
wearing his funny green cordury cap
staring at the blanket on my bed.
It was his blanket, left behind.
"Love died under that blanket"
he told me once in anguish.
I nodded then but last night I met that anguish
'Things can be repaired'
she says
He sat there in my lap and I leafed through
all of him that was left.
And I met him on the cable car and on the bridge.
He was so worried about keeping himself safe here
I wonder if he just wanted me to meet him.
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MICHAEL B. SCHILLER

Oranges
Remember
when you first
discovered
oranges?
First thing you probably noticed
was the bright color. Then
the scent. Then the sweet,
squishy taste. You learned fast
that oranges were a lot of fun
to eat.
They still are.
Your grocer has a raft of
plump, delicious Florida
oranges just waiting to
prove it. Eat them any way
you like. Skinned. Sliced.
Squeezed. Or peel and pull
them apart with your bare hands.
Great balls of fun!
Remember?
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Contributors
GERRY GOLDSCHMIDT, a freshman, originally submitted his prize-win
ning essay for freshman English.
PAUL BATES, a sophomore, is leaving Kenyon for Rhode Island School
of Design. He has been a regular and welcome contributor of Hika.
WILLIAM SCHUBART is known to have thoughts of leaving for France.
MICHAEL KIRCHBERCER has intentions of going into publishing in Ne\s
York this summer.
W. H. WEBSTER, previous editor of Hika, leaves one final work. In
accordance with tradition, he will be commissioned this summer
by his father, a general in the Air Force.
POLLY CONE, our guest contributor, a junior English major at I^ake
Erie College, has made appearances in Reveille for the last three
years. Her poem was written this winter in Germany.
EDWARD G. HEIMERDINGER won the Paul Newman Acting I rophv for
the role of Macbeth.
GREGORY SPAID, to the detriment of artwork in Hika, is taking a leave
of absence next year.
WILLIAM SCAR will be Kenyon's first art major.
EDWARD HALLOWELL, usually a man of Wagnerian tastes, will produce
and direct the Gilbert and Sullivan operetta, Patience, next year.
MICHAEL K. BERRYHILL, newly elected editor of Hika, won the Robert
Frost Poetry Prize for his poem "On a Father, which appeared
in the Winter, 1964 edition of Hika.
MICHAEL O'BRIEN, former Robert Frost winner, is newly elected edi
tor of Reveille.
MICHAEL B. SCHILLER, a Beta senior English major, is also a free-lance
softball player.
KOICHI WANG, a senior, won the Ryerson Prize for the oil painting
reproduced on this issue's cover.
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"Patronage Appreciated"
AL'S BARBER SHOP
' Satisfaction Assured"

L
' Prints, Records, Bestsellers"
KENYON COLLEGE BOOKSHOP
A Complete Line of Paperbacks

*

Draft Beer, Italian Pizza and Spaghetti
THE GOLDEN KEG
Phone 393-6801

Compliments of
KOKOSING MARKET

KNOX COUNTY AUTO CLUB
It Pays AAA to belong
Phone 392-4821

Compliments of
WOOLISON'S SERVICE STATION

Musical Instruments and Records

Colonial jllustc, 3nc.
25 West Vine St.

Exclusive Agents for Kenyon Beer Mugs
KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Mail Orders Cheerfully Accepted
Box 353 Gambier, Ohio
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